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Bobe 


Author's Notes: 


This is based on the death of Dave's father, which occurred this past August. If reading about musicians' 
actual family members disturbs you, do not proceed. Also, the portrayal of extended family members is purely 
fictional. 


5:21 AM PST, August b, 2014 


Somewhere in a modest bi level house in Topanga Canyon, California, a phone was ringing. It rang loudly, one of 
those cute 1990s style landline rings. After a moment of silence, the ringing began again. A thin man with 
gangly arms and messy blonde hair stumbled around the house, warm hazel eyes still so full of sleep. He 
stubbed his toe and a stream of very offensive, very creative expletives left his mouth. Still, the phone 
insisted ¡+ be answered or silenced. Finally finding the howling device, he held it up, squinting at it with one eye 
while rubbing the other one with a finger. 


"Dave?" 

"Hey, Taylor. I, uh, | gotta toke off to Ohio for a few days." 

"What? Dave, it's fucking five-thirty in the morning. What are you talking about?" 

"My father died. | gotta take off and make sure my step-mom is okay and stuff! 

"Oh" A hand raked through his long, flaxen hair. "D, I'm so sorry. Is there, um, anything | can do?" 
"Can you come over and pick up Rufus a little later?" 

"Yeah, man. You leaving now, then?" 

"Seven-fifteen flight.” 


"Okay: Taylor searched for something else to say, something comforting and helpful. "Dave, |, uh, um, safe 


travels." 
"Um, sure. Thanks." 


Taylor ended the call and smacked the phone against his forehead. "Fucking idiot." He muttered. Well, he was 
caught off guard, he was half asleep. What did Dave expect? 


8:43 PM EST, August 6, 2014 


A very still, very sterile hotel room welcomed Dave. He was stiff and empty as he shuffled into the room and 
dropped his bag on the bed. his head swiveled as he looked around the spacious room. Dave caught his 
reflection in the mirror on the wall and sighed, stepping closer. He examined his exhausted-looking face. From 
his tired eyes to his tight frown, Dave looked as terrible as he felt. He spent the day trying to sort out all his 
father's documentation while his step-mother was nearly inconsolable. Her extended family members were little 


to no help. Many of them looked at Dave as if he was the intruder. Dave needed to hear a friendly voice. 
Dropping himself into the desk chair, he dialed Taylor again. This time, his friend answered in two rings. 
"Hey! How are you? What's going on? You okay?" Taylor was relieved to hear from Dave. He was on the 
drummer's mind all day but Taylor didn't know if he should call. He didn't want to interrupt if something 
important was happening. 


"I'm tired" Dave blurted out. 


"Well, yeah, man. Long day. How is everything?" 


"Weird" 


"Yeah" The blonde sat down on his couch. Rufus, the Persian cat, sat beside him, looking at him with nasty, 
squinted eyes. "Yeah, dude. It's gonna be weird for a while. How's your family holding up? Is your Mom with 


your" 

"No. Just me. She said she might come out for the funeral. That will be the day after tomorrow.” 
"Might?" Taylor frowned. "Sorry, | know. Your parents weren't... weren't really - " 

"Yeah" Dave sighed, leaning back in the chair. "| didnt think it would, you know, do this to me 
Taylor could feel his heart cracking in two. "Do what, babe?" 


Dave was silent for a long time. He loved it when Taylor called him that. He knew it meant nothing to Taylor, it 
was just the way he spoke. It was just that laid back vibe Taylor gave off. But there was something about his 
voice when he used that pet name on Dave. It was like a warm blanket being draped around his shoulders. 


Finally, he said, "I feel empty. 


"| get it. | felt the same, you know, when we lost my Dad." He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. "D, | can, 


um, | can come out there, if you want." 


Almost immediately, and with way too much emphasis, Dave declined the offer. "No! No, no, T. | appreciate that 
but it's not necessary. I'm fine. I'm fine. Really." he caught himself and took a deep breath. "Im fine." 


The blonde spoke slowly, "All right. Well, just let me know. I'd be happy to come out and be there with you." 
"Thanks" 


After he hung up, Dave placed his phone on the desk and stared at it. Of course he wanted Taylor to be there 
with him. He was lonely and hurting and out of place in his father's family. But he couldn't bring himself to 
allow Taylor to be that close, couldn't allow himself to burden his best friend like that. Wearily, he stood and 


kicked off his sneakers and undressed, heading for the shower. 


The room's bathroom was small, big enough for one person, barely. He avoided looking at himself in the mirror 
again, didn't want to see his tired face and dull eyes. Dave stepped into a hot shower, hissing at first as the 
hot water beat down on his unsuspecting skin. He snapped the curtain closed and leaned against the tiled wall. 
With his eyes closed, Dave thought about everything he'd been through. First thing in the morning, he met his 
step-mother at the hospital to close out everything there. After that, he sat in his father's house, at his 
father's dining room table, looking over documents that, apparently, he was the only one that could make sense 
of. And he failed. After that, it was on to the funeral home where everybody looked at him expectantly until 
he took out a credit card. Imagine that? Paying for his father's funeral with a fucking MasterCard? It's not 
that he didn't want to. Of course, Dave was happy to do it but it felt terrible. Was he asked there to be a 


part of the family and their grief or just to foot the bill? 


Babe‘ Taylor's soft, concerned voice echoed in his head. td be happy to come out and be there with you‘ His 
hands slid over his shoulders and down his chest. In his mind's eye, he saw the blonde sitting on his couch. Or 
doing the closest thing to sitting Taylor could muster, which was probably sitting up on the top of the couch 
or slouched down so far that his ass was hanging off the edge, legs spread wide. Shirtless. Dave's cock 


twitched. 


Babe.‘ His mind started to play tricks on him because now the word was breathed into his ear, a breathless 
gasp, soft as a downy feather whispered against his hair. Dave's right hand slipped down his hot, wet stomach, 
fingers tickled around the base of his cock, awakening it further. Oh, God, how he needed this release. His palm 
ran along the underside of his cock, fingers slowly wrapping around and squeezing. The blonde man's arms 
wound around Dave's body as his smooth, plump lips closed over Dave's earlobe. He let out a gasp, his own lips 
parted and his head tilted back. Faster, he stroked himself. The hot water now felt good against his aching 


muscles and spurred his release ever closer to the edge. 


Babe. Taylor was there, in the shower, now. He stood behind Dave, body pressed against him, lips suckling at 
his neck. Dave's hand was Taylor's and he stroked and pumped him with a maddening pace. His name tumbled 
from Dave's mouth, first in a whisper, then in a grunt, and, finally, in a loud scream as he exploded. He saw his 
best friend's face as he saw it a million times when they were on stage together; eyes scrunched up, mouth 
hanging slack. Dave had always wondered if that's how Taylor appeared when he was in the throes of an 
orgasm as well. His body bucked and shook as the waves of pleasure took over. He had achieved the release his 


body and his soul had desperately needed. 
56 AM PST, August 7, 2014 


Taylor lay awake in his bed, ankles crossed, hands folded beneath his head. Sleep would not come, his mind was 
a flurry of activity, refusing to shut down. He thought of his best friend, out there in Ohio, dealing with a 
family that he barely knew, dealing with the death of a father he barely knew. Taylor kicked himself for 
allowing Dave to tell him not to come. He shouldn't have listened. He should have just gone to his friend in his 
time of need. Thats the thing about being so close to someone for nearly twenty years. Sure, he heard Dave 
say no but he also heard what Dave didn't say. The older man needed him. 


1042 PM EST, August 7, 2014 


Dave lay on his side on the bed in the hotel room, dialing Taylor. He was feeling a little better. He had filled his 
day with going through a lot of his father's belongings, deciding which things he wanted to take home with him. 
It amounted to a crate of old records, the record player, and some books, photos, and documents. Those items 
sat on the desk. Next to it, hanging from the small closet's sliding door was Dave's black suit that he'd have to 
put on tomorrow like a costume. Camouflage is what it was, something to put on in order to blend in and 


appear to belong. 


"Hey, DI" Taylor sounded excited to hear from him. "How are you? How are things today?" 


"| can fit my father in the trunk of a car." Dave muttered, not meaning to sound so morose. 
"What?" Taylor was taken aback. 
"Everything of his I'm taking | can fit into the trunk of my car." 


"Oh." And the drummer immediately thought back to his own experience. There was a box in the middle of the 
dining room table and he, his brother, and his sister sat around it, passing items around. Taylor kept very little; 
a couple photos, an ashtray that he remembered always sitting near his father's chair in the living room. 
Other than that, Taylor and his father were two completely different men with different ideals and values. "| 
think | understand what you're saying. Dave, you don't have to feel guilty about this. You are who you are and 
it doesn't mean you loved him less because you didn't want to hang onto every damn thing he owned. But if 


you feel guilty, that's okay because | feel guilty, Too." 
"Why?" 


| was a bad son to him." His voice dropped into a quiet, soft whisper. "| grew up chasing my dreams and 
becoming farther and farther detached from everything he knew and believed in" 


"But he still loved you, T. He was so proud of you." 

"Proud of the success, sure. Who wouldn't want to be proud of their son with his pretty house and expensive 
car and private fucking plane? But as a man with my own ideals and thoughts? | don't think he was proud of 
who | am. Only what | did! 

"Oh, no, Taylor." Dave moved the phone under his head as he lay on his side, trapping it between his ear and 
the pillow. He moved a hand across the expanse in front of him, at that moment wishing Taylor was there so 


he could touch him and comfort him. 


"ls okay" The blonde moved to his couch again, stretching out on his back. Rufus jumped up and sat on his 
chest. "Your cat's kind of a dick I'm just saying." Even as he scratched behind the cat's ear. 


"| know" Dave laughed softly. "But | still love him" His voice cracked when he uttered the word, ‘love’ 
Taylor held his breath 

"Why didn't he love me, T?" 

"Oh, God, babe, he did. He did love you. He loved you so much" 


"No, he didn't!" Dave sobbed. Anger was building inside of him, anger at his father for abandoning him and his 


sister and his mother when he was only a child. Anger at his father for remarrying. Anger for never wanting 


to be a part of Dave's life. Anger for leaving Dave way too soon before Dave could find the courage to 
confront the man about all of these things. "No, he didn't! He didn't love me or Lisa or Mom! He left us. He left 
my mother broke and having to worry about how to feed two children! He left her to work her ass off and 
have a fucking strokel Did you know that?" He was screaming at Taylor now. 


"What? Slow down, D. Talk to me, babe. Just talk" 


"When | was a kid, she got herself so worried about money that she had a stroke. She was fine. She's fine now 
but she had a fucking stroke! Would he have cared then? If she died and left me and Lis fucking orphans or 
some shit? No, he wouldn't have cared a fucking bit" 


"Dave, its all right. Its all right," Taylor cooed softly. How he wished he could be there to hold the other man 
and rock him gently, promising him that it would get better. "What time is the funeral tomorrow?" 


The singer took a deep breath and rubbed his face. When he could trust his voice again, he replied, "It's at 


one. 


"Okay." Taylor checked the time. "Listen, buddy, | got a dinner thing in about fifteen minutes. You okay? You 
gonna be okay? Get some sleep now." He was afraid Dave would think he was blowing him off but he was 


cutting it close if he was going to make it to Ohio by tomorrow afternoon, 


He swallowed the lump in this throat, embarrassed by his outburst but, he reasoned, at least it was just to 
Taylor, whom he could trust with something like that even if it did kill him to allow his best friend to see him 
come unraveled. "Okay. Yeah, okay." He stammered. "Thanks, T. Really. Thank you." 


Taylor squeezed his eyes closed and pinched the bridge of his nose. Every cell in his body screamed at him to 
tell Dave that he was on his way. But there was a barrier there. One last barrier which would be easier 
destroyed by actions rather than words. "Any time, babe. Try to get some sleep." And he hung up before Dave 


could say any more. 
HIT PM EST, August 8, 2014 


The only member of the first family, Dave wasn't even allotted a graveside chair. He was told to stand behind 
his weeping step-mother. He was sweating in his black wool blend suit as the pastor droned on and on. One by 
one, men that his father worked with came to share their condolences and kind words about the elder Grohl. 
Dave could feel the anger in his heart burning hotter and hotter, threatening to explode, which would be the 
worst possible thing he could do and he felt shackled by that thought. His eyes glanced up, over the vast 
cemetery grounds. His heart skipped a beat and he inhaled sharply, positive his eyes were playing tricks on him. 
He was over tired and caffeinated off his ass. There was a long line of black Town Cars and limousines lined up 


along the road. But a sleek, black Mustang convertible pulled up at the end of the line. 


A thin, blonde man, dressed in a charcoal grey, three-piece suit stepped out. His hair was tied at the nape of 
his neck and his dark blonde beard was trimmed up smart. Behind a pair of designer sunglasses, his eyes 


scanned the large crowd that had gathered until they found Dave and he smiled, his head tilting in that 
adorable way that could warm Dave's heart. He quietly worked his way through the crowd until he stood 
beside Dave, gently easing his hand into the singer's. 


A tear slipped down the side of Dave's nose. In a voice thick with emotion, he hissed, "You're late." 


"Better late than never, babe." 


9:41 PM EST, August 8, 2014 


With shaking hands, Dave unlocked the hotel room and walked in, Taylor following behind with a bag over his 
shoulder. His hair now hung loose around his shoulders. The Mustang convertible might have been seen as vain 
and frivolous but he knew his best friend would appreciate cutting loose after the last couple days he'd had. 
Plus, it wasn't the style of either of them to travel around in stuffy Town Cars. Taylor walked past Dave, into 
the room, dropping his bag and his jacket. His shirt sleeves were rolled up to his elbows and the collar 
unbuttoned to the middle of his chest. He turned and gently pressed the older man against the door. Two large 
brown eyes stared at him in shock. The blonde placed one hand flat against the door to the left and slightly 


above Dave's head of knotted chocolate hair. He softly smiled, crossing one ankle over the other. 


"Thought about you the entire time you were gone and | decided it was awful shitty of you to leave and not 


ask me to come with." Hazel eyes twinkled as he teased Dave. 

"| wanted to. | really fucking wanted to." 

"Then you should have because there's no other place | want to be than right here.’ 

"Fuck, T." 

Taylor's eyes settled on Dave's mouth. Very slowly, he leaned in, tongue licking at his own lips before they 
gently touched Dave's. The dark haired man's hands finally left his sides and grabbed the thin man's hips, 
pulling him closer. He whined into the kiss as Taylor moved his lips, parting them slightly, inviting Dave to 
return the kiss. 

9:41 AM EST, August 9, 2014 

Dave awoke with a tuft of blonde hair tickling his nose. He smiled and tightened his arms around Taylor. 


"| love you." He whispered in the drummer's ear. 


"Better late than never, babe." 


